Parnell
dead uncle* It must have seemed to Healy then that Parnell
himself had come out of the grave to chastise him for his
tongue's abuse, " Bravo1" Patrick O'Brien and William
Redmond, two Parnellite MJVs, telegraphed to young
MacDermott* " Bravo! We congratulate you on having
whipped that cowardly cur who attacked a defenceless,
sorrowing woman/'
V
His lieutenants fought among themselves for the suc-
cession to his throne, but though they had brains and wit
and eloquence, they had not his power of swift decision nor
his sure judgment nor his strange ability to seise upon the
essential fact* " And now>" wrote Robert Buchanan:
And now ?   The things which fear'd his face
Fight for the lion's skin*
What one of these shall put it on ?
Thou, weakest of the weak,
Who* when thy Lord lay woebegone,
First kiss'd, then smote, his cheek ?
Or thoUf who mock'd him in his fall
With foul and impious jest ?
Or thou, the basest of them all,
Who gnaw'd the bleeding breast ?
Jackals and cowards, mourn elsewhere!
Not near the mighty Dead!
Your breath pollutes the holy air
Around a martyr's bed*
Go! fatten with the Scribes and Priests
Who led your foul array,
Or crouch with all the timorous beasts
Who follow'd him for prey I
There was no unity among them, for they had not his
power to make unity, nor is there unity now*   He was a
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